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" You know ? "

" Yes, I know."

Then Evangeline said things she had better have

left unsaid. She was angry with her father, angry
with " that prostitute person," as she referred to
May, and with the circumstances that had led

Mr. Wren to London.

Mr. Wren listened. When his daughter, through
sheer physical weakness, at last stopped talking, he
said : " Then I am to go to-morrow ? "

" Yes to-morrow. I wish I could snatch you away
this moment." Then Bvangeline flung herself out
of the room without pecking her fathers cheek,
without a handshake, without a look or a word of

farewell.

Evangeline all but fell over the stooping Mrs.

Scrubbs. That good lady had been dusting the out-
side handle of the bedroom door.   She had been
dusting it for some time. When she was certain
that Evangeline had left the house she went down-
stairs. ^If there^s one thing I enjoy more than
anything else,^ she said, " it's a good downright
quarrel between people wot aren^t in any way related
to me, and I must say Pve W a real treat to-day."

When May Flynn came into the room Mr. Wren
asked her to arrange the pillows so that he could sit

up in bed with comfort.

" What do you want to do ? " inquired the girl.

<c Preach a sermon ? "